Still, the logistics proved more difficult than they had imagined.
Jeremiah had his heart set on Julliard but then Jessie got into ucla and it was everything she had let herself hope for. Jessie said it, to be the same as what he wrote, and all the words that were to follow she was to say to him, that day had changed his life forever, and though they never really knew how it was that of all the human speakers and their many languages, Jessie was the only one Jeremiah understood, nonetheless they accepted this as fate. Now, fate was preparing to intervene again, and, really, were either of them ready for this?
There was a tree, maybe some kind of Chinese locust or even "These kids," she said, clearly annoyed and raising her voice to be heard over the noise of a nearby bulldozer, "haven't had the same privileges as you, and most of their parents never even went to high school." The teacher had such a fierce look on her face, and she was gesticulating wildly with her hands, but Jeremiah could tell it didn't mean anything.
"English is not their first language," she went on, "some lost their homes in the earthquake, and maybe you write like a dream, young man, but you owe them, at the very least, the cour tesy," she was really mad, "of a response."
Jeremiah gazed serenely out across a dusty field where a crane dan gled three drinking fountains from its maw. When he'd visited this campus a year before, it looked ok, with a low concrete buildings around a central quad, and a small grove of orange trees, but now it was all buzzing and yawing, the external world in as much disarray as his own internal one, and this teacher going off for no reason.
"You look at me, young man, when I speak to you," she was still chewing him out when a pair of deaf students came around the cor ner of the bungalow on the dirt path below, carefully avoiding the coils of wire and other construction debris, but deeply engaged in conversation, their hands quick and graceful before them, and as Jeremiah turned to follow their progress, a bit dreamily, the teacher sputtered and stopped. "Oh," she said, "I'm so sorry. Are you? I didn't know."
